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	1. Chapter 1

**A/N-Inspired by the vast Bechloe Pirate stories, which are all fantastic. ^^ And by Assassin's Creed Black Flag, just finished that actually. Heh. Without further word, **

**[][]**

**Chapter [1] **

Dark.. Too Dark. The air was musty and damp. Slowly lifting her head up off of the rotting wood beneath her, a sharp jolt caused her to jerk and smash her head against the wooden wall she had been against. With a hiss, she began looking around in the darkness. It had been way to dark for anyone to ever have adjusted to. The only light that shown in was from a small square hole near the ceiling that was way too small to have crawled through, too high to have gotten a grip on too.

Looking around, she went to pull her hand up, but felt a cold sensation jerk through her body as the clanking of metal sounded in her ears. As she struggled against the binds, her eyes widened in fear. _Where am I?! _Her crystal blue eyes filled with fear as she continued pulling at the chains, trying to kick her legs out as she was met with the same resistance. "No use in strugglin'." Came a ragged voice through the darkness. The voice was laced with a Jamaican accent.

"Where am I? Who are you?!" The ginger shot back in fear as she continued struggling. As she continued she heard gunshots overhead and her heart skipped a beat. "What the fuck was that?!"

The voice snickered back, a smirk of white teeth could be seen in the dim sunlight of the evening. "You're a new one, ain'tcha?"

Continuing to mess with the chains, she looked around, looking up to the light,"HELP ME!" She screamed. Banging against the metal bar that was over her knees, she cried out as she kept trying to get out of the metal's grip.

"Would you tell her to shut up? I can't think for a damn second with her jabbering." Came a new voice that was a hiss through the darkness. The hiss ran through the ginger's ears, causing her to tense. The voice had been laced with pure anger and annoyance, causing her to silence as once.

"You heard er'." Came the familiar voice of the Jamaican male.

Shivering in the darkness, she saw a light and heard a creak as the room lit up. Across from her she could see a large wooden beam that shot down the middle of the area, two openings on each side, most likely leading to their own respective rooms. Air blew in and the ginger gave a shake as she watched the light die and heard footsteps. Her stomach flipped and she slowly slunk down, fear gripping her as she listened to the footsteps get closer.

"It appears to be that the Major would like for the pirates to be escorted to Jaivlari." Came an elegant voice, laced with a British accent. Light shown through the darkness as she spotted three men now in the front of the clearing. Two soldiers were dressed in yellow, a sword in their holders and pitch black hats atop their heads, marked with a gold eagle.

"Perras." A voice with a thick Spanish accent growled at the prisoners with a grin. His arms were folded behind the man that was wearing pure white.

"Silencio." The man in white growled back. As he stalked forward, his black boots clanked against the hold's floor. The woman chained up could see the older man clearly in the dim light. His blonde locks were slicked back, his skin a pale white as he watched her with ease. He wore a pure white robe that could have been seen through the darkness without the light. As he continued to exam the woman before him, he ran a hand through her ginger locks, causing her to wince as she kept his gaze. Ocean blue eyes looked back into her cerulean blue ones. "My, my.. They said we had pirates, but they never said anything about you.." The males eyes roamed over her body, the ginger giving him a plea as she shivered against the cold breeze blowing in. "You don't belong here, do you?" He asked softly, running his hand over her cheek, coming to cup it in his firm, yet soft hands.

Gulping, she looked over to the darkened corner where she could make out two figures in the darkness. They weren't those of the two soldiers that had come in with the man, they were the pirates he had been speaking of. A tall, muscular man was held up in the same position that the ginger was herself, his hands tied to a long metal beam that was being held above his knees. She could see that his eyes were a deep yellow, and as she made eye contact with him, he snarled at her. Instantly looking back out of fear, she didn't bother see who the other was. Looking back to the man in front of her, she nodded,"I-I don't even know how I got here.." She admitted with a light laugh.

The man tightened his grip on her cheek, causing her to gasp at the pressure. He knelt down to be face to face with her, his ocean blue eyes sparking in the dark as a soldier came up behind him. "You don't know?" He asks, continuing to run his hand through her ginger locks.

Swallowing hard, she shook her head in a timid response.

"Mhm.." He slowly let her cheek go, standing up to turn to the two soldiers. "Quien es ella?"

The two soldiers looked to one another, a look of fear crossing their eyes as they looked back to the man in white. _Who was he? _The man must be powerful considering that the two soldiers before him were cowering. The ginger kept her eye on the suspicious man before her, her crystal blue eyes dull in the dim light. "Ninguana pista!" One cried out to the man.

The man in white tilted his head to the soldier,"You don't know?" He asked in English. The woman could watch a rage rise in the man's ocean blue eyes as he glared to the two idiotic soldiers.

The soldiers shook their heads.

"HOW DO YOU NOT KNOW WHO IS ON YOUR DAMNED SHIP?" He raised his voice to a yell as he slapped both soldiers across their faces, causing each to let out a low cry and start a walk backwards, holding their faces. "Piss off!" He growled to them as he turned back around. The soldiers left in a quick scuttle, making their way along the dark deck, the dim light not being enough as they tripped and stumbled here and there.

"Now.." He turned back to the ginger,"Who are you?" Leaning back down, the male slowly unsheathed his sword, lining it up with the binds holding her down.

"C-Chloe Beale." She stuttered out.

"Chloe?" He asked with an amused grin as he looked back to her, having cut the binds. Smiling to her, he slowly helped her up. The woman before him was gorgeous. It was dark in the hold since the soldiers had taken their leave, due to their own stupidity, but he could see through the dying sunlight over the horizon, through the small hole, that she was a slim figure, toned and fit. "Can you walk?" He asks.

"I-I think." As she began to stand on her own two feet, she fell forward, the man grabbing her in his strong arms as he smiled down to her. Chloe chuckled nervously.

"I guess not, Chloe. I am Duke Weschester, you may call me-"

"Javier." Came a low growl. The hiss from before was suddenly new. A female voice in the darkness. Chloe looked over from her spot in the darkness, seeing a figure through the darkness, it was standing up.

"Wh-" The Duke of Weschester turned at the voice, dropping the ginger in his arms back down to the hold's floor as he glared through the darkness.

"Really thought the binds would hold me?" The voice shot back as the figure stalked forward. Chloe saw a shine through the darkness, seeing the reflection of the dying sun off the small blade of a dagger in the woman's grasp. As the woman stalked forward, it was a swift motion that came. The clanking of a sword, followed the thud of Javier's body. Scared, Chloe looked up, her crystal blues full of fear as she saw the figure.

"You coming to get me, Cap?" The Jamaican in the corner asked as he tugged at the metal.

"Aye." Came the reply.

Chloe continued watching the two people with ease. The Duke had said that they had captured pirates, were these the two? Watching the feminine figure undo the male's binds in the dark, a cool moonlight soon began to fill the room as it grew darker. Hearing the scuttle of footsteps, Chloe heard the rustling of cloth and looked before her, finding the white cloak sway in the dark as she heard clanking.

Picking up a brass pistol, the woman flipped it in her hand, looking back toward her crew member as she showed him the gun. "She shouldn't be too far." The woman hissed as she took the holsters off of the man's waist, wrapping it around her own and flipping the pistol into the holder on the side.

"Cap, what about her, she's seen too much." Chloe heard the whisper of the man as she saw the two figures in the doorway.

"She can come with, no?" Came the reply that made Chloe's eyes grow with fear.

"She's woman."

"As am I. Your point?"

"She's a ginger."

"And?"

"And.."

"Exactly, grab her and let's go. I have my baby to get back." Came the final growl as Chloe watched the woman stalk through the darkness, watching light flood the area.

Hearing the footsteps through the darkness, Chloe felt a hand grab her shoulder, before she knew it she was in the arms of the burly Jamaican that she had seen tied up only a couple of minutes ago. "Well, Ma'am.. It appears that the Cap'n has use of you." He husked under his breath as he stepped over Javier's body, stalking back through the darkness. Chloe's eyes widened, _Who are these people? _

"W-Who are y-you?" She managed out.

He gave no reply as he reached the ladder leading up to the deck. Chloe could only aimlessly nod in fear to herself as she awaited what would happen next.

**[][]**

As the breeze blew through Chloe's fiery locks, she looked around. The moon was hidden behind the vast dark clouds overhead as rain slowly beat down against the earth. Rippling waves shown out over the horizon, sending a shiver down the ginger's spine as she felt the Jamaican shift her in his grasp. "Altio." Came the familiar voice from the shadows. It was too dark to see much, other than the shadow of the woman that stood before them. Chloe faintly made out chocolate locks through the darkness, but as she stated, it was too dark to tell. "She's right over there. We can take out the Spanish scum on this ship and then head out for er." The woman

"Aye, we will need to take back our crew. And what of her?" He looked down to Chloe, his yellow eyes beaming through the darkness.

"We take her with." The woman simply replied back as Chloe saw a blade come into view.

"You sure 'bout that Cap'n?"

"Positive." She slowly walked forward. The deck was dimly lit by lanterns that hung here and there on the gunwalls. Stepping out of the shadows, Chloe's eyes widened as she saw the woman before her. The woman was well known throughout the Seven Seas, known for bringing down the legendary Blackbeard and scathing his crew. The infamous female pirate, the only female pirate if she may add, The Shadow Mistress. Chloe gaped her mouth as she was slowly placed onto her feet, as she shook slightly she couldn't comprehend what was happening. As she stared into the Mistress' eyes, she made out the steel blue eyes in the darkness, sparking back at her crystal blue ones. "Carry out to the bow, I want all these fuckers eliminated. Keep it quiet, you know the drill." The Mistress spoke to the Jamaican known as, Altio, never breaking eye contact with the ginger before her.

As Altio stalked off into the darkness, several thuds could be heard. "I-.."

"Quiet." The Mistress planted a finger over Chloe's lips before moving back to the shadows.

"Where are you going?!" Chloe asked, fear gripping her as she went to follow, hearing a gunshot she screeched an ducked.

"Shut up!" The Mistress growled back, her steel blue eyes beaming through the darkness as she grabbed Chloe by the collar to her shirt. "Make a single noise to compromise us, I will torture you myself." The hiss was grave as the petite woman glared at the taller woman. "Got it?"

The ginger nodded her head instantly to the words slowly stalking through the shadows with the woman in front of her. Chloe couldn't help, but give a slight grin in the darkness. She had loved the idea of being a pirate, ever since she had heard that her grandparents had been so. Although she had began tales with her friends Aubrey and Stacie, she couldn't help, but laugh at them now as she followed behind the feared pirate. The Shadow Mistress was known for her 'non-existent' heart. That her ship, Shadowed Despair, was a literal ghost to everyone. No one had ever, **ever**, seen the ship. Only when it hit, and when it hit... You didn't stand a chance. She was known as the ruler of all beds of water, feared by everyone. Caught in a daydream, Chloe felt a hand grip her shoulder as she was pulled back to reality, feeling herself crash to the deck against the gunwalls. "Pay attention, woman! Make me regret my fucking decision!" Came the growl that could cut ice. Nodding her head, she felt the same hand grip her neck and pull her close. In the darkness, she could see nothing, but what was dimly lit by the ships lanterns. Staring back at her were the infamous steel blue eyes of the Mistress. "Do I make myself _fucking_ clear? You are to pay the _fuck _attention. To follow _fucking _orders. And to get off this ship a-_fucking_-live. Do you _fucking_ understand?"

Gulping, Chloe's eyebrows rose at the amount of cursing coming from the woman before her. She knew sailors cursed a lot, but by the gods.. That's a little exaggerating.. "Do you always _fucking_ curse?" She shot back sarcastically. Instantly regretting her choice as the grip on her neck tightened, feeling her wind pipes slowly close as she had to now gasp for breath.

"You may think you're hot shit or something. But remember something toots. I'm the one taking you in. Don't make me regret it, or you'll go overboard and you can meet Erebos for yourself!" She growled as she through the ginger back against the aft mast.

Rubbing her neck as she gasped for air, Chloe looked on as the woman started through the darkness heading for the bow. Shaking her head, she slowly stood back up, stalking through the darkness herself as she managed to get back to her position, on the heels of the woman in front of her. _Erebos.. Hmph. _Erebos was the legendary Leviathan that was a myth according to everyone back in her home town. The leviathan was similar to a Kraken, but not a squid. She shivered at the thought of the beast ripping her apart limb by limb. _She wasn't serious.. Was she? _Catching back up as she realized she was a foot behind, footsteps sounded behind her and she heard a bell start ringing.

"Shit!" Came the angered yell of the Mistress. "Altio!?" Looking around the Mistress ran forward, at the bow of the ship, she leaped over the small stack of steps.

"Right 'ere." The Jamaican accent sounded behind them, causing Chloe to jump slightly as she turned around to meet the buff figure that would scare anyone in the dark.

"What the fuck happened!?" The woman growled back as she unsheathed her sword, pushing Chloe to the side as she rested her sword against her Quartermaster's neck.

"One managed to get away.." Altio rolled his eyes back.

The Mistress tilted her head before sheathing her sword, grabbing the man's hand and pushing him towards the gunwall as they started hearing gunfire. "I'll deal with you when we get back." With a swift kick to his rear as he had been bent over, he went tumbling into the dark water below. Staring in horror, Chloe looked to the Mistress.

"You're fucking crazy!" She yelled as she looked at the water below, hearing the footsteps and gunfire get closer.

"Trust me, that's far from crazy." Smirking, she took a hold of Chloe's shoulder,"Shadow ain't too far from here, get over to her, and try not to drown on your way over.." She added before throwing Chloe over and then following her down with a laugh.

**[][]**

Surfacing over the roaring waves, Chloe let out a scream as she thrashed. Seeing the pitch black ship in the distance, she slowly started for it. "You'll make it! I swear!" Came the call behind her as she looked over her shoulder for a short moment. A wave toppled over her and she went down and screamed as she saw nothing, but pitch black. As she felt pressure against her, a hand gripped her shoulder, pulling her up.

"I can't do this!" She yelled back to the Mistress as she started thrashing forward, making effort as she pushed on.

"Yes, you can!" The Mistress yelled back as she swam behind her.

Shaking her head, the ginger kept on strong, the ship visible as a lightning bolt crashed down. Screams filled her ears as she heard cannon fire and had to duck once or twice, but being reassured by The Mistress, she kept her head up. Waves crashed against her side and she went under here and there, having been picked up by the shorter woman behind her each time. The thrashing continued as they neared the ship, but Chloe stopped short as she saw a large swirling begin. The current before her grew strong as she let out a scream, a whirlpool had formed right in front of them! "Oh my GOD!" Her blood curdling scream rang out and as she continued letting the air out of her lungs, she heard laughter behind her.

"He's here!" Came the laughter of the crazed woman behind her. Watching The Mistress dive down, Chloe's mouth hung open and filled with salt water which she violently began coughing out.

A large fin could be seen and she gulped, swallowing some of the water as she continued her violent coughing. A hooked tentacle could be seen rising from the water, and a figure started to emerge from the black waters. The rain poured down before it as the wind roared in her ears. The sight before her was traumatizing as she slowly started to feel light headed.

"SHAVLOU TOI LA SECREMA!" Screamed through the night, a deafening ring sounded in her ear as the water pushed back, waves started to form as ships broke apart into the deep sea below. Feeling a hooked tentacle grip onto her, she screamed out as she was ripped from the water.

**[][][]**

She let out a scream as her eyes open and she shot up from bed. Turning to her side, she felt a hand grip her shoulder,"Chlo, are you okay?" Came the familiar voice from her dreams. Looking over she was met with the similar steel blue eyes that smiled back at her. The chocolate brown locks swayed past the woman's shoulder, before her hand lifted to caress the ginger's face, resting her hand on the ginger's cheek,"What happened?"

Chloe looked around, in a slight panic before looking back at the woman before her, realizing it was all just a dream,"I-I had that dream again.."

"I told you! It's a sign!" The woman grinned to her, pecking her on the forehead before she sprung up out of the bed,"We're destined for it, Chloe, I know we are! I can see us now! Having a Galleon and tons of money!" The woman was looking out the glassless window that faced the ocean that was gentle and swayed with the breeze.

"You're in over your head, Becs.." Chloe sighed as she remembered the countless times the dream had occurred and Beca had said the same thing.

"Maybe.." Beca looked back, her steel blue eyes glistening in the sun light before she darted forward and kissed Chloe quickly on the lips,"But we gotta try."


	2. Chapter 2

_**A/N-Hopefully, I will be able to update this story frequently. With Finals and such coming around, it may prove to be an issue, and the chapters may come up short, but I will definitely make all the effort I can! Without much more,**_

_**[][][][]**_

**Chapter [2]**__

"Beca where are you going?" Chloe yawned from her spot on the bed as she watched the woman before her start stripping herself of her nightly attire.

Beca looked over with a smile, the morning sun drifted in through the glassless windows, the sky a dashing blue above. "I'm going to get us a ship." Came the reply that caused Chloe to roll her eyes.

"How many times have I heard you say that?" Chloe sighed as she slowly took the ragged covers off of her. The room they were in wasn't very big, nor was it very small, but it wasn't just right. The walls were stone and the ceiling overhead was made of hay and cloth. Sitting on the edge of the bed, Chloe tilted her head to Beca.

"About... I'd say maybe 20, if not over that." Beca shrugged as she looked to the ginger in just a black bra. Chloe snickered lightly, watching the brunette with every move. They had been together for at least a month at this point, and ever sense Beca stated that she wanted to become a pirate, the dreams started. Although they varied here and there, Beca was always seen as an infamous pirate in her slumber.

"That's nice.." The ginger yawned once more, covering her mouth as she stood up.

"Can't you see it,Chlo? Being a feared pirate throughout the lands.." Trailing off, Beca looked out the window, her steel blue eyes glistening in the sun light. Sighing, Chloe looked at her. She always loved the idea about being someone more, not being the same old town girl that had no meaning to the world. Meeting Beca.. It changed that, gave her meaning in life. Although she knew she wanted to be someone more, from what her dreams showed her, she was scared.. She knew they were nothing, but dreams, but what if Beca was right..? What if they were signs? _Don't be stupid, Beale.. _

As Beca looked back to Chloe, her normal steel blue orbs were bright, filled with excitement like a child just receiving his allowance for the week's work. She watched as the ginger aimlessly nodded her head to her question, noticing less enthusiasm in her nod as there had once been weeks before. "What?" She let out.

Chloe looked to her, shaking her head, "Still waking up." She lied, a shiver running down her spine at the fact she was lying to the woman she loved. _Why? Why is it so freaking hard to just tell her? _

"Uh huh." Folding her arms, she had a black tank top on, watching the ginger as she walked towards her closet. "You're lying." Beca shot over her shoulder as she had started putting on a black jacket. The material in her grasp had been a gift from her father, after he passed away she had worn it ever since. Putting on, she looked back towards the ginger who gave her a scowl.

"Me, lying? Since wh-Fine.." Chloe wasn't one to lie, she knew for a fact that no matter how hard she would ever try, she could never not tell the truth.

"Exactly." Beca chuckled as she slipped on a pair of old slacks, watching Chloe grow flustered.

"It's just.. I don't want you getting hurt, babe. I love you with all my heart and couldn't stand to see anything happen to you." The older woman went on as she looked to the younger brunette starting to chuckle in front of her.

"You're forgetting something, Chlo. I don't get hurt, I hurt others." She smirked at her statement as she started tying a blood red sash around her waist, watching the two loose ends flow in the morning wind.

"Beca.. You can act like a tough bitch all you want, you'll never fool me." Chloe musters back, having thrown on her own attire. Consisting of a white tank top, over it being a dark navy blue jacket that had been a gift from Beca on her 25th birthday. Black slacks of her own, baggy yet comfortable as she would walk.

"Not trying to." Beca shot back as she started pulling on black boots.

"You're funny." Chloe rolled her eyes back, putting on brown boots of her own.

"You love it." The brunette smiled back as she looked into Chloe's crystal blue eyes. Admiring the way the morning sun would shine off of them like a reflection of the rays off of her dagger. Her fiery locks swayed in the wind, hypnotizing to the brunette as she couldn't take her eyes off of her. Watching her slowly get up, Beca felt a hand on her shoulder, shivering just as if it had been the first time the two ever touched.

"I know." Chloe let out in a breathy whisper before she kissed Beca softly on the lips. The sensation was familiar, but it never failed to amaze her how it could alter itself here and there. Feeling like a burst from a fire barrel being thrown off the port bow into an enemy ship.. As she pulled away to look into her lover's eyes, she gave a grin as their foreheads touched, "Let's go get your ship."

**[][]**

Beca strolled along the dirt path heading towards the town. Their house was out across the plains, on the top of the hill that looked over the town. The wind blew through her chocolate locks, chilling her to her core as she let a shiver run freely down her spine. She wasn't one to show any sort of cold sensation and or hot sensation, sure she would complain if the day was steaming, but when it came to the harsh winters of Barden, not a word was ever spoken of the snowfall as it would blow through their open windows, staining the wooden planked floor in a puddle.

"How do you plan on getting one?" Chloe piped up through the silence. Looking over in the brunette's general direction, she watched as the brunette's lips curled into a grin. Whenever Beca grinned it was either a good sign, or a bad sign. She swallowed hard as she turned back to the path ahead of them, spotting the first couple of stands of the market coming into view.

"From what Amy's been telling me, a well known privateer from the West Indies has been coming back and forth from Jaivlari. He's stating that if you can beat him in a fight, you will be awarded with his brig, The Rolling Thunder." Beca smirked mischievously as she picked up an apple from a nearby stand getting a yell from the old woman who was manning it as she took a bite out of the ripe fruit. Chloe cursed to the brunette before she looked back to the old woman, getting a dirty look as she handed her a few coins.

"Seriously?"

"What?"

"Have some manners, Beca. Jesus Christ."

"Don't believe in him, and I was hungry." She defends.

Chloe lets out an exasperated sigh as she runs a hand through her hair,"You're something, you know that?"

"Yep." Beca simply replied, finishing off a bite of the apple before she threw it towards Chloe, Chloe instinctively catching it. "You can have the rest."

The apple had a couple bites on it, and Chloe just sighed before nodding, starting to feast on what little they could afford nowadays. "So, who's this guy?" She asks with a full mouth.

Beca chuckled,"You say I have a lack of manners." Earning herself a punch to her arm. "He's a British privateer, known for sailing throughout the West Indies, it's said that he's even met the King."

"Sounds like a prick." Rolling her eyes, the ginger looks on as they slow their pace as they reach the pub. She swallows hard as she watches people pour out of the pub, beat and bruised as they hit the floor below, bleeding pretty badly. Her mouth gapes open and she looks to Beca who simply steps over them. "Beca!" She yells to her from her spot behind the pile of people.

"Cmon'!" She calls back.

Walking into the pub, Beca grins as the smell of rum hits her nose. She wasn't exactly a drunk, but she can definitely down a barrel in less than a minute. As she looked to the opening, the arch overhead was rotting and ready to fall down at any moment. A man in a blue getup was fighting a buffer man. She watched with ease, the man in blue sidestepping to avoid a blow before he punched the buffer man in the throat, watching him fall like a sack of bricks. _Jesus. _

As she felt a hand on her shoulder, she looked over into Chloe's blue eyes with a smile before they both looked back to the fight.

"Several thousand have failed! Who's up next!?" Came the furious call of the man in blue. Rodrigo Seyer. No one knew for a fact if he was a literal British Privateer, from the sound of his name he sounded as if he was meant to be a Spanish one. Shrugging she slowly took her jacket off, watching him look to her. "You? A female?" Laughter sounded throughout the pub as most eyes were on her as she stepped onto the grassy center. The wind blew back her hair as she watched the man in front of her conversing with the rest of the pub, laughing at her.. _At me! _A rage filled her as she spit on the ground, bringing up her fists. "So little lady, your husband send you out for a go? Givin' up on being his housewife?" He joked.

"Shut up and let's go you British Prick." She growled out. The two started circling one another from afar, the pub's residents going silent as most eyes were on her and Rodrigo.

"Well that's not very nice." He shot back, launching forward. As he launched forward, Beca's eyes went wide as she felt arms wrap around her waist and she was thrown to the ground. Dust flew up from the dirt floor and she coughed as she rolled onto her back. As he stood over her, she watched his mouth open to say something stupid, but she kicked her leg forward, catching him in the groin. His eyes went wide and a groan flew out through the pub.

"No one ever said we play nice." It was Beca's turn to laugh as the privateer was on his knees, watching her start to strode around him as she had gotten up, brushing off a couple of specks of dirt.

"Well.. Th-That's a shame." He managed out before he darts up, his fist connecting with her jaw, staggering back, Beca lets out a hiss as her hand goes up to her jaw. Spitting out blood, she watches as Rodrigo comes for her once more. Remembering the move he had done to the man before, she sidestepped a gasp being heard before her fist connected with his throat. A gag sounded and the pub 'ooh'ed' as Rodrigo's hands went to his neck. A rage shot through her.

"All you men think we can't accomplish shit." She hisses as she kicks Rodrigo in the side, watching blood spur out of his mouth.

"I-"

"But you're wrong." Another kick to his opposite side sends him down to the ground below. Blood pouring from his mouth the pub was completely silent at this point, everyone looking on in fear. "All of you are fucked up.. You know that?" Her steel blue eyes shot around to everyone before she sent another kick into Rodrigo's stomach.

"S-"

"Like, do you people even understand that we have rights?" She called out as all eyes were on her. Sending a kick to his face, she watched as blood sprayed onto her boots.

"Alright lady! Shit!" A man called as he was in the same blue attire Rodrigo was in. "She's out on the dock.. Leave him alone!" The man was fearful as he looked to Beca.

Chloe stared in awe at her brunette. Blood stained her knuckles and she only had a couple of bruises here and there on her shoulders along with her arms. "Anyone fuck with me or anyone I know, you're all dead!" Beca yelled as she started her walk back. Several people started moving out of her way, no woman ever, EVER, spoke up and did such things. It was forbidden for any woman to even have their way in the time. Walking back to Chloe, she smirked and gave her a kiss on the cheek as they started out of the pub, the pub starting to break into conversation as it was before they arrived.

**[][]**

"Wow.." Chloe gulped as she looked at the ship on the dock. The ship was beautiful in its entirety. The sails were a pure white with golden lightning bolts down the middle of each. The wood making up the brig was stained in a blue hue, grinning Beca leaped onto it.

"We did it!" She grinned as she ran her hand along the gunwall smiling as she looked at each cannon. Wind blew and the salty smell of the ocean beneath her yelled at her. "We really did.." Beca smiled looking to Chloe. Chloe slowly stepped onto the ship, her eyes scared as she looked around.

"Yeah.. We did." She smiled softly to the brunette. It wasn't that she wasn't happy..-

"Hey!" Came a yell from a group of men. The men were all in ragged attire as they approached the ship. A large Jamaican male stood out in the crowd, his yellow eyes beaming which made Chloe's eyes widen.

_**"Altio!" She heard Beca's voice sound through the darkness before she came face to face with beaming yellow eyes. **_

"Shit.." Beca slowly walked to the gangplank that was laid out, standing on the removable footway between the ship and the pier.

"What you did was amazing. Standing up for your own rights. We admire that, we'd like to join the crew of The Rolling Thunder-"

"Shadowy Despair." Beca interrupted.

"What?"

"Her name is Shadowy Despair."

The men looked to one another with a nod,"We'd like to be a part of your crusade, join you on the wildest of journeys." The Jamaican stated as his yellow eyes looked into Beca's steel blue ones.

Beca nodded,"Welcome aboard." She grinned as they slowly started on, she began directing people to where she wanted them, several gunners, and a watch within the crow's nest. It really started to feel as if she as a true pirate. The feeling of the wind tugging at her hair, the love of the ocean's salt waters. Grinning she stood at the helm, her hands on the golden wheel before her.

"We'll definitely be making adjustments to the ships appearance." She sighed to Chloe as she watched the ginger's eyes brighten.

"Mhm.." she shivered lightly as she stood next to Beca, her eyes glistening in the evening sun as it shown overhead.

"You alright?" Beca asked noticing as fear gripped her lover.

"I-I'm fine.." The ginger promised weakly as she looked to Beca.

"Don't go lying again, Beale." Beca chuckled.

"Oh shut it, Mitchell." Chloe smirked back as she watched Beca call over the wheel.

"FULL SPEED AHEAD!" She yelled out. As the sails were let loose, the wind tugged at them and they started drifting along the water.

"You're really something.." Chloe sighed as she looked to Beca.

"I know." Beca smiled back, planting a light kiss on Chloe's lips as she looked out over the glistening water.


End file.
